HOMER  UP  TO  DATE
There's a wonderful movement and force to it. You
can almost see it move, it goes so fast. But the modern
reader can't get it. It won't mean to him what it meant
to the early Greek. The setting, the costume, the scene
has all got to be changed in order to let the reader have
a real equivalent to judge just how good the Greek verse
is. In my translation I alter it just a little, not much,
but just enough to give the passage a form that repro-
duces the proper literary value of the verses, without
losing anything of the majesty. It describes, I may say,
the Directors of the American Industrial Stocks rushing
into the Balkan War cloud—
* "Then there came rushing to the shock of war
Mr. McNicoll of the C.P.R.
He wore suspenders and about his throat
High rose the collar of a sealskin coat,
He had on gaiters and he wore a tie,
He had his trousers buttoned good and high,   .
About his waist a woollen undervest
Bought from a sad-eyed farmer of the West
(And every time he clips a sheep he sees
Some bloated plutocrat who ought to freeze).
Thus in the Stock Exchange he burst to view.
Leaped to the post, and shouted, 'Ninety-two'."
There! That's Homer, the real thing! Just as it
sounded to the rude crowd of Greek peasants who sat in
a ring and guffawed at the rhymes and watched the
minstrel stamp it out into "feet" as he recited it!'
Stephen Leacock has had his eulogists, whole armies
of them. He is admirably summed up by a critic in the
Morning Post who says, 'He is the subtlest of all Transat-
lantic humorists and . . . might almost be defined as the
discoverer of a method of combining English and
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